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PACKED WITH 
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rrom the far away depths of the South American jungle comes 
DEATH in a primitive but subtle form to strike in 
Central City, U.S.A. 




The Spirit 



' I SUPPOSE^ 
THE EASIEST 
WAV OUT IS 
TO FIGHT.' 
LET'S GET 

over with 

BURBY 




The Spirit 




THlSGENT'MUN N/OOHNNY X 
WILED SOMEBODY Y CARTERS MV 1 
WITHOUT MEANING) NAME/ I WAS 
TO.' HE'LL TELL /POOR, COULDN'T 
YO' ABOUT IT.' ^> EXPECT TO 
^MARRYMYGIRL, 
'FLORRIE-SOILEFr 
/ TOWN TO GIVE HER, A 
f CHANCE WITH SOME- a 
BODY ELSE! I "* 
WORKED A WHILE 
k IN SOUTH AMERICA 




MV UNCLE DIED, 1 
LEFT ME PLENTY J 
OP MONEY.' 
CAME BACK- 
SHE BROKE 
OFF HER ' 
ENGAGEMENT 
TO BURBY LINN- 1 
HE SOT 



HE'S THE ONE 
YOU KILLED 

WITH A PUNCH 
VOUMUST 

BE QUITE A 
PUNCHER, 
JOHNNY.' 
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I'M AFRAID I CAN'T TALK 
MONEY, AFTER ALL. ,' 
COVERING UP 
MAWSLAUGHTEE 
MAVBE 





V. 



NO.EBONV, ITDNLV 

RIPPED MY GLOVE/ 

GOOD THING I WAS> 

BARE-HANDED. 
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W MAVBE NOT.' EBONY, \ 


/jus' the \ 


|YOUSAWTHEFISHT.' HOW \ 


ONETIME-) 


1 OFTEN DID JOHNNV CARTER 


S IN THE y 


1 TOUCH BURBY LINN BEFORE J 


fFACEr\ 


^ HE WENT DOWN? y 


BUT HE 1 


,- J>Jl 


l TOUCHES HIM/ 
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YOU'RE (SOWS TO CHARGE 
ME WITH BLACkTMAILT BUT 
THISISDNLyA WMWf 
TRANSACTION 
BETWEEN JOHMNV, , 
CARTER AND j^-/ ™ 
MVSELFr^Jr CHARGE ISN'T 
■ BLACKMAIL, 
DROVER.' IT'S 
MURPBUl 




T^e Spirit 




The Spirit 




The Spirit 




The Spirit 




The Spirit 




The Spirit 




The Spirit 




The Spirit 




The Spirit 




The Spirit 




Tke Spirit 




The Spirit 




The Spirit 




BUT VICTOIKE IS 
SfcEAT SWOEPSMAN 
NOBOPY PAEE FIGHT 
HEEM FOR ME 

ONLY you — so 
NOW- 




The Spirit 



I LOOK, V1CTOIRE- WHEN WE 
START FISHTINS, I DROP 
MY SWORP.' THEN YOU 
DRAW A LITTLE 
SLOOP ANP WIN 
CAreSSABACK-- 




AHHH.' SAME 
KILLER WAIT . 
FOR US.' ad 
ATTACK, ■ 
ALU.' ^V^ 


r THE MYSTERIOUS 
TRIOOFHOUNPS7 
WELL, THIS TI/ME 
t I KEALLY T' 
(SET ROUGH?/ 
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t^-ST/ 


xsJk 






r ^*T" 
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YOU -YOU 
AREN'T 
FOBBISNBK } 
111 




NOT US.' WE 
WEASLED VOU 
AND THE SPIRIT 

INTO THIS — 
TO GET YOU 
BOTH OUT 

OP YOUR 

KACKET- 

BKEAKING 



Tlie Spirit 

US CROOKS KNEW NOBODY 1 
COULD GET THE SPIRIT fiNY ] 
ORDINARY WAY— SO WE i 
SENT CAJJESSA TO HOOK . 
HIM WITH A WILD STOKYOF^ 
NEEDING HELP.' 
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• THAT BEAR MAKES 
ME NERVOUS.' LOCK 




The Spirit 




T*e Spirit 




The Spirit 



dolan'.' 



NO MAYBEES.' HE'S 
POINTIN' UP TO THAT 
WINDOW, AND I'M 
aOING IN ' 
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YEH, THIS ISJONESY.' SURE, I 
REMEMBER... IT WAS IN THE 7tk 
INNING OF THE 3rP WORLD SERIES 
GAME.' AFTER McqUINN DOUBLED. 
BYERLY RELIEVED JURISCH AND 
ENDED THE INNING BY STRIKING 
OUT ZARILLA.' TY COSB'S LIFE- 
TIME BATTING AVERAGE WAS 
.367 AND THE ATHLETICS WON 
PENNANTS IN 1902, 'OS, 'IO, 'II, 




Tlie Spirit 



wimmnifflim 



'THie old man was dying. There was no ques- 
■*• tion about that. The doctors had given up. 
There was nothing now but to prepare the 
palace and the holy city of Yekka 'for the 
sacred burial. 

Notices had been posted in the great palace, 
■in the streets of the city. Around them bia 
crowds gathered. There was muttering and ugly 
words against the white devils. 

"It is they who have wrought this terrible 
disaster," they would say. "It is the white 
devils from across the sea. We must slay them !" 

In the palace the native guards were mutter- 
ing too. "The white devils. The infidels. AVe 
must drive them out!" 

In the holy city of Yekka there was a whole 
settlement of white devils. They were mostly 
English, but a few Americans kept the place 
as lively as was possible. 

Old Prince Yekem, who ruled the little Indo- 
Chinese country, was really a fine old chap. He 
liked the English. He liked the Americans. 
Especially one American known at Tody Bran- 
non. Tody was a newspaper man from -New 
York who had wandered to Yekka when the 
Japanese first began kicking up a fuss in Man- 
churia. He liked the eountry and he liked old 
Prinee Yekem. 

"We've got to save him somehow," he told 
th« English doctors. "We can't let him die. If 
we do, there is going to be a native uprising. 
Then what?" 

The doctors spread their hands in helpless-' 

"Of course, that is inevitable, Tody," they 
answered. "But what are we to do? We are 
doctors, not miracle men. The old man is on 



i last 1 



do 



"We'll get. specialists. The 
matter." Tody looked younger than his thirty- 
one years. He looked helpless and a little fright- 
ened right now. 

"Where will we get the specialists ?" one 
of the medics asked softly. "This is the middle 
of the jungle, Tody. It would take an English 
or American specialist weeks to get here. Long 
before that, old Yekem will be gone." 

Tody, and of course the doctors too, could 
foresee the seriousness of a native uprising. 
Never trusted or liked at the best, the foreign 



devils stood a good chance of losing their lives 
in a mass slaughter if the old ruler died. 

And he was going to die! 

"There are women and kids here, a lot of 
'em," said Tody miserably. "Can't we do some- 
thing?" '• 

The medical men were closing their bags 
.and preparing to leave. 

"Tody," one said, "you stay close to the 
old man. He likes you. It'll make it easier for 
him in his last hours. ..." 

Yes, old Prinee Yekem was dying, and the 
whole native population would start a war 
against all whites if he passed out. It would be 
a bloody but mighty short war. About 500 
to one were, the odds. 

Tody paced the hallway and tried to think. 
A servant tapped him on the arm. 

"His Highness wishes you in his room," he 
said. Tody hurried into the room of death. 

The old man lay (juietly, breathing evenly. 
Tody wenf to his bedside and took his hand. 
"It. is I, Your Highness-Tody. How do you 
feel?" 

The old man's eyes were open but he could 
not see. Blindness had come upon him in the 
last few days. His mouth moved. 

"My son, my son! Ulna, where are you?" 

Tody started. The old man was out of his 
head, rambling. His son, Ulna. My gosh, Tody 
thought. Ulna was in a pretty fix. ; . . 

"Your son, Your Highness?" Tody said soft- 
ly. "You want your son?" 

The old man's head barely moved on the 
silken pillow. "My son, come to me. Come to 

As Tody withdrew his hand from the other's 
clasp and gently sneaked out of the, room, the 
old man kept muttering about his son. 

Tody hurried to the newspaper office and 
rounded several of his cronies. 

"Listen, you guys, we got a job. The old 
man's dying, but I believe that if h« heard 
his son's voice — could actually feel the young 
scamp's face, he would get well. The thing has 
been preying on his mind the last two years." 

Sterns,, the city editor, whi'stled. "And what 
does our great reporter propose?" he said. 
"Does he propose breaking into the clink in 
Brisbane and flying back to papa with that 
ornery rascal of an Ulna?" 



The 

Tody grimaced. "Poor humor, Sterns. No, I 
don't have any such crackpot scheme in my 
head. I 'd suggest, however, that you lend every 
assistance to getting the old man well if pos- 
sible— or would you delight in ha'ving your 
head resting on a tall pole?" 

Sterns shuddered. "Gloomy Gils, ch? Well, 
go ahead, bright eyes, spill it." 

"The old man's stone blind the last few 
days," said Tody. "And he's a little off. Not 
too much, y 'understand, but a bit. We've got 
to find a chap who looks a lot like fllna and 
who'll play ball." 

One of the reporters sniggered. "Are you 
kiddin'rWhere would you 'find such a monkey 
as Ulna?" 

"I know who," said Packard, the police re- 
porter suddenly. "The chief's son. He's a dead 
ringer for Ulna! Why did that punk have to 
pull that job in Brisbane and get tossed in the 

To'dv brightened. "Kay, that's right. The 
chief's son-Kenu, isn't it,?— he'll be perfect. 
Same build. Same face. Perfect!" 

Sterns cleared his throat. "But how about 
the voice? Kenu sounds like a croaking duck. 
Ulna has an almost feminine voice." 

Tody pondered, frowning, then hit his fist 
on a desk. "Leave that to me, boys. Round up 
Kenu and get him here soon as you can. Scram !" 

Tody went to his office and closed the door. 
He slumped into his. chair. Ulna had been a 
rounder, kept his father in a dither from' the' 
time he was a spike. Then he took off for 
Australia, and the next thing Ulna was sent 
up for three years for helping 10 rob a bank. 
One of those thrill holdups. Ulna bad an t r- 



Spirit 

"Is Ulna available now?" asked Tody. The 
warden said that be was. 

"Then please call him and have him ready at 
the phone. I'll hang on." 

When Ulna's voice came over the wire. Tody 
started a machine at his side. After acquaint- 
ing the errant son of his father's plight, Tody 
said, "Now, Ulna, say exactly what the warden, 
wrote down. Catch?" 

"Sure, Tody," replied Ulna. "Here goes!'* 

For three minutes the pleasing voice of Ulna 
came over the wire. When he was done, the 
two said goodbye and Tody hung up. 

He hanged out of his office with a package ' 
under his arm. (Jailing to a couple of the re- 
porters to trail along, they caught a taxi out- 
side and ordered the cabby to speed to the 
Palace. 

Keuu was waiting there. A few changes on 
bis face wilb makeup made him a double for 
Ulna. He grinned as they stepped toward the 



alien 



the 



News of the son's plight had been kept from 
old Prince Yekem. A newspaper accomplice in 
Brisbane had seen to it that Ulna wrote Ins 
father cheerv letters of his great success in 
business there. No word about prison. And now 
Ulna was impossible to get. And his father lay 
dying because he was not there. 

Prison, Kenu would never be able to imitate 
Ulna's: voice, even though his appearance was 
very similar. Then the idea suddenly hit. Tody 
was picking up the telephone receiver when he 
heard shouts in the street. Already the natives 
were demonstrating. There would be trouble 
soon. Unless— 

He got the call through to Brisbane and was 
soon talking to the warden of the prison. Tody 
spoke slowly (so that the warden could take it, 
down) a nice speech. This Ulna was to repeat 
over the hone. 
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lust keep your lip buttoned, Kenu," Tody 
him:" When I signal hold still. The old 
:in will undoubtedly feel your face. " 
Then they were in the room. The old man 
is awake. When he heard footsteps, he called, 
Vly son, are you here?" 
"Yes, father, I'm here: I'll not leave you 



Kenu sat down on the bed and the old man 
took him in bis arms. "My son, my son!" he 
ball sobbed, Ins hands feeling the lad's face 

tenderly. 

"I heard you were ill," said the voice, "and 
I enine last as a plane could bung me. Now 
I'm her,, lor good, father. No more roaming. 
You've got lo gel well. You will get well . . . 
HDil now I see the doctors coming to take your 
temperature. You must not talk any more. I'll 
see you ill the iiioriiiug. (lood night, father." 

The old man smiled and drew a deep breath. 
"I shall live now: I shall live," he said with 

some strength. 

Tin- doctors didp't take Ins temperature. They 
only looked on with wonder, marveling at the 
ingenuity of this young reporter and his nhoriu- . 
graph. 
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them began. 

Tody smiled. Kenu will be here, just like Ulna 
said on the record. "Tonight we'll record an- 
other conversation from Brisbane. We'll keep : 
it up till Ulna is released, which is in two 
weeks. By then the prince will be well and 
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I "Gosh Dad, you mean 
Bendix Brakes 



are on all three! 



"Yes Son— Bendix builds 
brakes for all types of 
planes, cars and trucks I" 




GET THE NEW 



COASTER BRAKE/ 



If you want the latest and finest coaster brake be 
sure thai your new bike is equipped with a Bendix * 
Coaster Brake. It is made by one of America's 
leading brake manufacturers and has all kinds 
of new features. You'll find bicycle riding a lot 
more fun with a Bendix Coaster Brake. *imoe«*w 
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1-blooded vitali 
"L/ynamic Te^ion." That's 
secret! That's how I changed r 
self from asDindle-shanked. scran 

"World's _.. 

"Dynamic Tension" 
Does It! 

Using -Dynamic Tension" 
15 minutes a dav. in the nriva, 
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